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Colonel. — Dark  blue  military  coat,  cap,  undress  military  light  trow- 
sers,  white  waistcoat,  black  stock. 

Sir  Charles. — Brown  frock  coat,  drab  trowsers,  dress  waistcoat. 

Matilda. — White  satin  robe  and  muslin  skirt. 

Lady  Beauchamp.— Black  velvet  dress,  white  satin  tippet,  embroidered 
and  trimmed  with  ermine. 

Grace.— Pink  flowered  tuck-up  skirt,  white  quilted  petticoat,  straw 
hat,  shoes,  and  buckles. 


PROPERTIES. 


Garden  seat  under  tree,  l.  h„  close  to  the  curtain;  bowl  of  salad 
an  knife  2  i:.  l.  n. ;  purse  for  Colonel,  and  note  book  with  written 
paper  m ;  ladder,  u.  e.  l.  ;  two  torches,  u.  e.  r. 


LADIES  BEWARE! 


Scene. — A  Landscape,  n.  1  e.  Entrance  to  an  elegant  Lodge 
at  the  extremity  of  a  Park.  Large  stone  balcony  above 
door ,  supported,  by  two  projecting  pillars ,  with  trellis  work, 
round  which  honeysuckles  or  vines  are  twisted.  Practicable 
window,  communicating  with  balcony.  The  park  wall 
forms  a  continuation  from  lodge  up  to  back ,  diverging  off 
r.  h.  3  or  4  e.  l.  h.  A  Farm  house  ;  at  back  the  high 
road — church  and  houses  of  neighboring  village  in  the  dis¬ 
tance.  l.  h.,  near  the  farm  house  door,  a  large  tree,  with 
seat  round  the  trunk.  3  e.  l.  A  hedge  of  blackthorn  or 
privet  extending  from  door  of  farm  half  across  the  stage. 

Col.  (without,  it.  e.  l.)  You  stupid  booby — to  overturn  me 
within  a  quarter  of  a  mile  of  the  manor-house,  and  on  a  road 
as  smooth  as  a  bowling-green.  (Entering  from  l.  at  back.)  But 
there  isn’t  a  post-boy  left  who  knows  his  business — the  con¬ 
founded  railways  have  driven  ’em  all  off  the  road.  (Returning 
up  stage ,  looking  off.)  What  is  the  fool  after  now  ?  Trying  to 
get  the  carriage  up  by  himself,  (calling,  and  pointing  to  farm.) 
Ask  some  of  the  farmer’s  people  there  to  help  you — you  great 
calf !  Take  care  of  the  portmanteau.  I’ll  make  the  best  of  my 
way  to  the  manor-house  on  foot,  (coming  down.)  Let  me  see 
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— This,  if  I  don’t  mistake'  is  the  lodge  at  the  extremity  of  the 
park — and,  by  following-  theVourse  of  the  •'wall,  I  shall  reach 
the  principal  entrance  in  five  ■minutes — unless,  indeed,  I  could 
get  through  here,  (indicating 'lodge  door,)  and  make  a  short 
cut  across. 


Enter 


(Lodge  door  opens)  Eh  !  egad,  the  door  opens. 

\\  * 

Grace  from  Lodge ,  with  letter  in  her  hand — not  seeing 

Colonel. 


Grace,  (at  door  of  Lodge ,  as  if  to  some  one  within)  Don’t 
you  be  uneasy,  sir — the  letter  shall  be  delivered.  Grace  Pea¬ 
body  is  no  fool. 

Col.  (advancing)  Hem — Miss  Grace  Peabody - 

Grace.  Eh  !  bless  my  heart,  here’s  a  gentleman  knows  my 
name,  and  I  never  saw  him  in  my  life  before. 

Col.  Isn’t  this  the  park  and  the  manor-house  at  which  Sir 
Charles  Vavasour  resides? 

Grace.  Sir  Charles  don’t  reside  at  the  manor-house,  Sir. 

Col.  What? 

Grace.  Not  now ,  Sir. 

Col.  IIow  long  has  he  removed  ? 

Grace.  Nearly  a  month,  Sir.  He  lives  in  this  lodge. 

Col.  (to  himself)  What  a  strange  fancy  ! 

Sir  Charles  enters  from  Lodge. 

Sir  C.  (to  Grace,  with  impatience)  Well — why  are  you  stay¬ 
ing  gossipping  there  ?  (sees  Colonel — crosses  to  him  with  joyful 
eagerness)  Ah,  my  dear  uncle  ! 

Grace,  (astonished)  His  uncle  ? 

Sir  C.  How  delighted  I  am  to  see  you  once  more  !  ( turn¬ 
ing  to  Grace.)  Go — go — take  the  letter. 

Grace.  Tes,  Sir  Charles — and  I  won’t  let  the  grass  grow 
under  my  feet,  depend  upon  it. 

[ Running  off  at  hack,  r.  h. 

Col.  Well,  my  dear  boy,  though  my  military  duties  have 
kept  me  from  you  for  the  last  three  months,  and  prevented  my 
being  present  at  your  marriage,  I  have  hurried  here  as  soon  aa 
possible,  you  see,  .to  congratulate  you,  and  be  introduced  to  my 
new  niece.  She  is  a  charming  creature,  I  hear. 

Sir  C.  (with  embarrassjnent)  Oh  yes _ yes  I 


LADIES  BEWARE. 


Col.  Her  mother,  Lady  Beauchamp,  was  reckoned  the 
handsomest  woman  in  her  day — a  superb,  haughty,  prou 
style  of  beauty — with  a  character  to  match. 

Sir  C.  (quickly)  Did  you  know  her? 

Col.  Intimately.  I  should  have  made  her  my  wife,  it  it 
hadn’t  been  for  her  passion  for  domineering  and  commanding. 

Sir  C.  (with  a  sigh  of  conviction .)  Ah,  you  did  very  right. 

Col.  At  all  events,  it  isn’t  she  whom  you  have  married, 
but  her  daughter ,  who,  everybody  tells  me,  is  all  suavity  and 

gentleness.  . 

Sir  C.  {with  embarrassment .)  Hem — yes — and  I  love  ner 

I  adore  her.  ,  .  ,  r 

Col.  Oh,  I  could  easily  guess  that ,  from  the  three  and  lour 

pages  of  flaming  panegyric,  crowded  with  notes  of  admiration, 
which  I  used  to  receive  from  you  by  every  post ;  and  to  say  the 
truth,  diaries,  it  almost  frightened  me. 

Sir  C.  Frightened  you  !  why  ? 

Col.  I’ve  always  had  a  horror  of  extremes. 

Sir  C.  Can  a  man  love  his  wife  too  well  ? 

Col  Yes.  Harkve — in  domestic  affairs  we  should  economize 
in  everything— even  in  the  article  of  love— for  extravagance  is 
sure  to"  exhaust  the  most  abundant  resources,  sooner  or  later. 

Sir  C.  Ah,  my  dear  uncle,  you  reason  like  an  old  bachelor. 

Col.  Say  rather  like  a  prudent  fellow  who  takes  care  of  the 
future.  A  man  should  begin  as  he  intends  to  go  on.  If,  during 
the  honeymoon,  you’re  too  complaisant,  too  amiable,  woe  be¬ 
tide  you — they’ll  persuade  themselves  that  you  always  ought 
to  continue  as  you’ve  commenced ;  and  if  you  happen  to  fall 

off _ (Con fidentially) — if  you  chance  to  show  the  slightest  neglect, 

they  exclaim,  (imitating  a  female  voice)  “  Oh,  how  he  is  changed 
-heTs  quite  an  altered  man-he  loves  me  no  longer  !” 

Sir  C.  Ho  you  think  so  ? 

Col.  I’m  sure  of  it.  But ,  if  your  system  has  succeeded ,  why, 
of  course,  we  need  say  no  more  about  the  matter.  So  receive 
my  warmest  congratulations,  my  dear  boy,  and  introduce  me 
to  your  wife  instanfer.  {going  towards  Lodge.)  VVell,  why 
don’t  you  come  ?  Has  your  excessive  love  made  you  so  jealous 

that  she  isn’t  to  be  seen— even  by  me  ?  . 

Sir  C.  {ivith  embarrassment .)  No,  no,  uncle.  I  he  tact  is,  I 

_ j  really  hardly  know  how  to  tell  you.  I — I  don’t  stay  at  the 

manor-house — but  here — in  this  lodge  alone. 
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Col  Alone!  Ah  during  the  day,  I  suppose— a  sort  of  re¬ 
heat  tor  Study— and  giving  audiences  to  your  tenantry,  and  all 
that  sort  of  thing. 

Sii'  C.  No  :  during  the  night,  too. 

Col.  What ! 

Sir  C.  ( with  heat)  My  dear  good  uncle,  you  fancy  that  you 
have  come  here  to  benold  a  scene  of  conjugal  felicity ;  but,  in 

shoi  t,  my  home  is  a  perfect  pandemonium,  and  I’m  a  miserable, 
wretched  man.  1 

J°U  ast01?isl1  me  !  Heaven  bless  us,  how  did  this  hap¬ 
pen  ?  Come,  tell  me  all  about  it. 

o;  n{  .  7  .  .  [Seating  ldmself  by  tree.  l. 

,  k*  [agitated — seating  himself  beside  Colonel.)  Well 
uncle,  you  know  that  I  had  been  more  than  a  year  payino-  mv 
addresses  to  Matilda  before  I  married  her,  and  that  I  adored  her 
to  distraction.  When  she  became  my  wife,  it  seemed  to  me 
impossible  that  I  could  evince  the  happiness  I  felt  by  too  much 
tenderness  and  devotion.  y 

Co/  (Coo%,  taking  a  pinch  of  snuff)  Error  the  first ! 

'W.  Aotso:  for  even  her  caprices  rendered  her  a  thou¬ 
sand  times  more  engaging  in  my  eyes,  and  it  cost  me  nothino- 
to  give  way  to  them  ;  on  the  contrary,  in  the  empire  she  exer¬ 
cised  over  me,  I  found  an  inexpressible  charm— I  was  content  to 
obey  her  I  was  proud  to  become  her  slave. 

Co/,  (as  before)  Error  the  second  ! 

17  ^-  Possibly;  but  she  was  so  handsome  and  hid  cm 
many  enchanting  ways,  that— Ah,  uncle,  you  don’t  know  what 

W  beaU‘,iful  7°«ng  creature  leaning  over  you,  shod 

der,  and  half  smiles,  half  in  supplication,  whisperW  „  ™  ,r 
ear  (imitating  a  female's  manner)  “Ah  if  you  Wp&d  n  '  • 
—if  you  loved  me _ ”  ’  you  loved  me>  sir 

Col  (continuing  and  imitating  female  voice)  “  Yon VI  ™  i 

=?  zrsxzsr  - 1  <-*»"* 

never  get  to  the' end.  J  rd,H n^'tL* s^eond  mon th'6!  b'  7°U’11 
perceive  that  Matilda  (whom' ’till  then  T  I.d,  ,  V  bugan  t0 
rertection  itself)  had  solie-stme  ‘°  * 

Sb  frir  '  ‘  r/’r0.11  y0U  yourse,f  llad  engendered 

y  A'.’d  even  the  first  time  that  I  hazarded  a  ,L|,  •» 

ence  of  opinion,  the  very  words  that  you  made  use  oCjust  'now 
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fell  from  her  lips:  “  Ah,  Charles,”  said  she,  “  you  love  me  no 
longer.”  “  Not  love  you  !”  exclaimed  I ;  ‘‘  rather  than  think 
that,  do  what  you  please  ;  act  as  you  will — order — command.” 

Col.  (Rising.)  Ah,  that  settles  the  business.  Anarchy  com¬ 
plete  ;  government  topsy-turvy. 

Sir  C.  And  then  her  mother,  with  whom  I  was  always  in 
the  wrong,  came  to  pass  a  few  days  with  us. 

Col.  The  mother  ? — worse  and  worse. 

Sir  C.  After  that  we  never  had  a  peaceable  moment ;  and 
at  last,  ashamed  of  my  weakness,  I  resolved  to  seize  on  the  first 
pretext,  no  matter  what,  for  recovering  my  authority. 

Col.  A  good  idea. 

Sir  C.  A  very  bad  one,  uncle.  We  were  invited  to  a  ball,  at 
a  neighbor’s  country-seat,  where  we  should  have  met  a  certain 
young  widow,  a  Lady  Ossulton,  of  whom  Matilda,  thanks  to 
the  kind  offices  of  my  mother-in-law,  had  taken  it  into  her  head 
to  be  most  causelessl}7  jealous.  My  wife  refused  to  go,  and  abso¬ 
lutely  forbad  me  to  go  too. 

Col.  Just  what  you  might  have  expected. 

Sir  C.  But  I  stood  firm. 

Col.  ( with  animation .)  Bravo  ! 

i  Sir  C.  (gaining  animation.)  I  told  her  that  it  would  be  an 
act  of  marked  disrespect  if  we  were  both  to  refuse  the  invitation  ; 
that  she  might  do  as  she  pleased,  but  that  I  should  most  cer¬ 
tainly  accept  it,  even  if  I  went  alone. 

Col.  Better  and  better. 

Sir  C.  Lady  Beauchamp  replied  that  I  was  a  tyrant,  who 
wanted  to  murder  her  poor  child. 

Col.  Strong  words  those. 

Sir  C.  (warming  ivith  anger.)  I  told  her  plainly  not  to  in¬ 
terfere  betwixt  husband  and  wife. 

Col.  I  couldn’t  have  done  it  better  myself. 

Sir  C.  The  night  came — (with  energy ,)  I  dressed — 

Col.  Good. 

Sir  C.  Matilda  didn’t  say  a  word ;  and  in  spite  of  myself 
her  silence  made  me  uneasy. 

Col.  (turning  his  bade.)  Ah,  you  got  faint-hearted. 

Sir  C.  No,  indeed  I  did  not ;  and  the  proof  is,  that  as  soon 
as  the  clock  struck,  I  rose  to  depart — upon  which,  Matilda 
rushed  to  the  window,  threw  it  wide  open,  and  coolly  told  me 
that  if  I  stirred  a  step - 


ladies  beware. 

Cot.  (fawns’.)  She  would  throw  herself  out,  I  suppose. 

before  I  could'  r.  f  -,CS’  1 10se  were  ber  very  words;  and 
done  it  •  and  /  ‘7’  ^mov.eJnmt  °f  Colonel,)  she  had 

■ ' » «•  -«• 

Col  (smiling  ironically)  A  wagon  load  of  hav  I  At,  „ 
wagon  load^of  Lay  upon  which  she  fell?  "  ’ 

in  the  lelsf7  ^  016107  °f  Providence>  wit^out  hurting  herself 

Col.  Oh,,  that’s  a  very  different  thing*. 

Col  n0>  uncle— it’s  just  the  same  thing. 

si  a  wS/ 18 :  an  idea  flashed  across  “e’  uii. 

ma*be  But  no 

Sir  a  Lady  Beauchamp  immediately  took  her  daughter  to 
th  manor-house  I  went  after  them,  but  in  vain  ;  3 
n  law  told  me  that  from  respect  for  the  honor  of  lie,-  tv,  -i 

aighto°fUmebw S' m 33  had  l)assed-  but  that  the  vlry 

fX  ,0f  “e  wouId  be  enough  to  kill  her  child  ;  and  that  she 

iier  again’  -*■ 1 

Col.  (coolly.)  Well  2 

« &  x a  —  ■*»  <■* 

Col  (coolly.)  That’s  no  great  cause  for- sorrow 

C  l  l„  J6d’  llf  lf°‘i  Pm  d^S  to  see  her- 
Lol.  (as  before.)  No  doubt. 

nesf '  A“d  thrW  “ySeIf  at  her  feet,  and  ask  her  forgive- 

Col.  (quickly.)  Halt  there.  I  forbid  that  qu  i 
blame.  If  she  really  intended  to  HU  herself  tf  fl°n°  ’t  ‘° 
trifling  matter  she  could  coolly  inflict  on  ,£  *U®h  a 
her,  the  unceasing  regret  which  mne  iJ \  ? nci  who  adores 
pletion  of  such  af  acf  it 

a  liSe  ZlT-H  SCene  Was  0n,-T  intend^  to  form  a  part  of 
susSt-if"4  indi^tion-)  What!  can  you  for  a  moment 
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C°l.  {coolly.)  At  my  age,  my  dear  boy,  one  suspects  every- 
tiling;  just  as,  at  yours,  one  believes  every  thing. 

Enter  Grace  at  back ,  r.  u.  e. 

Sir  C.  {seeing  her.  Aside  with  embarrassment.)  Deuce  take 
it,  here  comes  Grace. 

Grace,  {out  of  breath.)  Oh  dear,  I’ve  run  myself  out  of 
breath.  I  shouldn’t  have  been  so  long,  Sir  Charles,  but  I  hap¬ 
pened  to  meet - 

Sir  G.  {making  her  signs  to  be  silent.)  Very  well — very  well 
— we’ll  talk  about  that  some  other  time. 

Col.  Eh  !  what,  my  pretty  Miss  Grace  returned  ? 

Grace,  {with  gaiety.)  Yes,  sir ;  but  I’m  not  Miss  Grace  if 
you  please.  I’m  Mrs.  Grace — Mrs.  Grace  Peabody,  Sir.  I  was 
manied  this  very  day  twelvemonth — and  we’re  going  to  cele¬ 
brate  it  with  a  grand  merry-making. 

Col.  {Good-humoredly.)  Bravo!  that’s  right — and  with  your 
kind  leave,  my  dear  Mrs.  P.,  I’ll  drop  in  and  take  part  in  your 
festivities. 

Grace.  Oh  !  we  shall  feel  much  honored,  I  am  sure,  Sir. 
All  our  relations  will  be  there.  It  was  a  party  of  them  that  I 
met  when  I  was  carrying  the  letter  to  the  manor-house  just 
now. 

Sir  C.  {with  impatience .)  I  told  you  to  be  silent. 

Col.  Hollo— hollo— what  is  all  this  ?  A  letter.  Did  you 
take  a  letter  from  my  nepheiv  to  the  manor-house  ? 

Grace,  les,  Sir.  {seeing  that  Sir  Charles  makes  signs  to  her 
to  be  silent.)  Nay,  where’s  the  harm  in  it,  Sir  Charles?  {To 
Colonel.)  It  was  only  a  letter  to  his  wife,  Sir.  Surely  there’s 
nothing  to  be  ashamed  of  in  that. 

Col.  {crossing  to  Charles.)  You  have  written  to  your  wife  ? 

Sir  C.  {half  ashamed.)  Y — yes,  uncle. 

Col.  {indignantly.)  rIo  ask  her  forgiveness,  as  you  told  me 
just  now  ?  J 

Grace,  {aside — astonished.)  Is  it  possible  ! 

Sir  C.  {with  firmness.  Hear  me,  uncle.  It  is  all  very  well 
for  you  to  talk,  but  I  love  Matilda  to  distraction  ;  and  since  we 
have  been  separated,  I  hav’n’t  felt  a  moment’s  peace.  I  know 
you  can’t  understand  all  this — still - 

Col.  As  I  never  had  the  misfortune  to  be  married,  very  pos- 
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sibly  I  cant.  (To  Grace.)  But  let’s  see  what  sort  of  an 
answer  you  have  got  ? 

Grace.  None  at  all  from  my  lady,  Sir.  She  wasn’t 
alone — her  mother  was  with  her,  and  she  took  the  note  from  me. 

Sir  C.  ( with  indignation.)  Vety  pretty,  upon  my  word. 

Col.  (to  Sir  Charles.)  You  see. 

Grace.  I  told  her  that  it  was  a  letter  which  Sir  Charles  had 
written  to  his  wife,  and  to  no  one  else. 

Col.  Very  proper,  Mrs.  Peabody.  'Well  ? 

Grace.  She  never  answered  a  word  to  that  ;  but  she  looked 
at  me,  and  she  knitted  her  brows,  and  she  scowled,  and  smiled 
with  such  contempt — in  a  way  that  I  never  dared  to  look,  or 
scowl,  or  smile  at  Mr.  P. 

Sir  C.  (with  impatience .)  Well  ? 

Grace.  And  then  she  sat  herself  down  at  a  table,  and  scrib¬ 
bled  away ;  and  at  last  she  folded  up  the  paper,  and  handed  it 
to  me,  saying, — “  Give  the  poor  madman  this.”  So  I  put  it  in 
my  pocket,  and  here  it  is. 

[< Offering  letter  to  Sir  Charles. 

Col.  (to  Sir  Charles.)  Well,  why  don’t  you  take  it  ?  Does 
her  handwriting  even  make  you  tremble  ? 

Sir  C.  (hesitating.)  No  ;  but  I  feel  as  if  this  letter  con¬ 
tained  my  death-doom. 

Col.  (taking  letter.)  Your  death-doom  ?  Nonsense  !  Al¬ 
low  me,  then.  Let’s  see  in  what  style  she  addresses  the  “ poor 
madman .” 

Grace,  (to  herself.)  The  old  gentleman  seems  to  be  afraid 
of  nothing. 

Col.  (overhearing  her.)  You  are  right,  Mrs.  P.  (opens  letter 
and  reads.)  Phis  is  our  ultimatum.”  Our  ultimatum  (a 
pause  he  looks  at  Sir  Charles.)  u  My  daughter  will  only  con¬ 
sent  to  receive  you  on  one  condition,  viz.,  that  you  acknowledge 
your  fault,  return  to  the  manor-house,  and  make  an  ample 
apology  both  to  me  and  to  her.”  1 

Sir  C.  ( indignant .)  An  apology  to  her  ? 

Grace.  (with  astonishment  and  indignation .)  A  husband 

make  an  apology  to  his  wife  ? 

Col.  (reading.)  “  On  these  terms  you  may  perhaps  obtain 
forgiveness.  this,  I  repeat,  is  our  ultimatum — Signed 
“  Augusta  Frederica  Beauchamp.”  ° 
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Grace.  What,  both  their  ultimatums  ? 

Sir  Q  (taking  letter  from  Colonel  and  running  through  it.) 
I — cannot  believe  it. 

Grace.  ( to  herself.)  That’s  rather  too  much  of  a  good  thing. 

Col.  (to  Sir  Charles,  who  is  reading  letter.)  Now  you  see 
what  you  have  gained  by  the  concession.  This  fresh  humili¬ 
ation  is  all  owing  to  your  submission  of  this  morning. 

Grace.  That’s  true. 

Col.  The  more  you  give  way,  the  more  they  exact. 

Grace.  That’s  very  true. 

Col.  And  this  ought  to  prove  to  you  that  the  head  of  the 
house  should  alone  have  the  power  to  command. 

Grace.  ( more  animated.)  Of  course  he  should. 

Col.  And  should  insist  on  being  obeyed. 

Grace,  (to  herself  with  great  animation.)  Certainly.  The 
old  gentleman  is  very  right.  (Recollecting  herself.  •  To 
Colonel.)  I  beg  you  ten  thousand  pardons,  Sir. 

[Sir  Charles  goes  up  and  seats  himself  despairingly  at 
tree ,  still  looking  at  letter. 

Col.  (smiling?)  Y  ou  think  the  old  gentleman  is  right,  do 
you,  Mrs.  P.  ? 

Grace.  To  be  sure  I  do,  Sir.  Why,  do  you  know,  that 
in  the  first  beginning,  I  took  just  the  same  airs  upon  my¬ 
self.  I  wanted  to  have  every  thing  my  own  way,  and  Mr. 
P.  seemed  to  be  so  much  in  love  with  me,  that  I  thought 
he’d  never  make  any  resistance ;  but  one  day,  “  Mrs.  P — 
stop,”  says  he — “  everybody  about  the  farm  obeys  you,  be¬ 
cause  you’re  mistress  ;  but  you  must  obey  me,  because  I  am 
the  master,  and  the  master  is  the  strongest,  the  superior,  Mrs. 
P.”  (with  conviction.)  And  he’s  very  strong,  he’s  very  superior, 
is  Mr.  P. ;  so  I  hung  down  my  head,  and  I  reflected  a  minute, 
and  I  gave  in. 

Sir  C.  (seated?)  Indeed ! 

Grace.  And  we  have  been  the  happiest  couple  for  miles 
round  ever  since. 

Col.  You  are  the  most  sensible  woman  that  I  ever  met  in 
all  my  life,  (turning  to  Sir  Charles.)  Now  hark  ye,  nephew, 
if  you’ll  consent  to  be  guided  entirely  by  7ne,  I’ll  answer  for  it, 
that  in  a  very  short  time  your  housenoid  shall  in  every  respect 
resemble  that  of  the  admirable  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Peabody. 
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Grace,  [curtseying.)  Oh,  Sir,  what  an  honor  for  us. 

Sir  C.  [with  energy .)  I’ll  do  anything  that  you  please,  my 
dear  uncle,  if  you  restore  my  Matilda  to  me. 

Col.  I’ll  restore  her  to  you  gentle,  affectionate,  and  more 
than  that,  obedient.  [To  Grace.)  Now,  Grace,  go  and  give  my 
best  respects  to  your  husband,  and  tell  him  I  shall  be  proud  of 
making  his  acquaintance  ;  for  he’s  a  man  after  my  own  heart — 
a  man  in-deed  ! 

Grace  ( quickly .)  Yes,  Sir. 

Col.  And  get  everything  ready  for  this  merry-making  of 
yours. 

Grace.  Yes,  Sir. 

Col.  Let  there  be  a  right  royal  feast  and  a  dance  ;  spare  no 
expense,  uncle  will  pay  for  all. 

Grace  [going  toivards  door  of  farm.)  Thankye,  Sir,  I’ll 
clap  the  turkey  and  the  ducks  on  the  spit  in  a  jiffey,  and  then 
I’ve  only  to  wash  and  dress  my  baby,  and - 

Col.  A  baby  !  have  you  got  a  baby  ? 

Grace.  Oh  yes,  Sir,  and  so  like  his  father !  he’s  a  superior 
person,  too— he’s  as  strong  as  Mr.  P.,  a  perfect  little  lion !  Our 
friends  have  all  come — I  won’t  be  long,  Sir. 

\Exit  Grace  through  farm  door ,  l.] 

Col.  Now,  master  Charles,  you  and  I  must  have  some  further 
conversation.  First,  tell  me  how  you  have  been  passing  your 
time  for  the  last  month  ? 

Sir  C.  Alone,  in  this  lodge.  I  have  refused  every  invitation 
to  visit  in  the  neighborhood,  and,  although  passionately  fond 
of  the  chase,  I  this  morning  even  declined  going  out  with  the 
Pytcldey  hounds. 

‘Col.  Why? 

Sir  C.  Because  the  meet  takes  place  in  Lady  Ossulton’s 
park,  and  it  might  give  Matilda,  or  rather  her  mother,  room  to 
talk. 

Col.  Talk — let  them  talk.  You  shall  go. 

Sir  C.  Nay,  uncle. 

Col.  You  have  promised  to  place  yourself  under  my  guid¬ 
ance,  and  you  shall  go,  I  tell  you  ;  and  before  that,  you  thall 
take  a  turn  round  the  farm  here. 

Sir  C.  But  there’s  a  feast — a  jovial  party. 

Col.  So  much  the  better. 
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Sir  C.  And  young*  girls  dancing,  most  probably. 

Col.  So  much  the  better.  . 

Sir  C.  And  for  me  to  appear  among  them,  and  mix  with 
them,  at  a  moment  like  this,  situated  as  I  am  with  Matilda. 

Col.  Again,  and  again,  and  again,  so  much  the  better. 

Sir  C.  But  her  mother. 

Col.  Now  do  have  confidence  in  me,  and  I’ll  answer  foi 
everything. 

Sir  C.  (changing  his  tone .)  Egad,  uncle,  I  begin  to  think 
that,  after  all,  your  idea  may  not  be  a  bad  one. 

Col.  A  bad  one  ?  (looking  towards  farm.)  There,  look,  they 
are  all  assembling— and  by  my  faith  they’ve  got  a  couple  ot 
fiddlers  among  them. 

Sir  C.  (with  increasing  warmth .)  And  I  don  t  see.  why 
I  should  pass  all  my  life  in  Lady  Beauchamp’s  leading  strings. 

Col.  Certainly  not.  She  is  not  your  wife. 

Sir  C.  I  don’t  know  why  I  shouldn’t  enjoy  myself. 

Col.  Nor  I. 

Sir  C.  Then  I’ll  act  as  you  advise.  I’ll  do  whatever  you 
think  best ;  there’s  my  hand  upon  it. 

[ Shakes  hands  with  Colonel. 

Col.  (shaking  his  hand  warmly.)  That’s  a  fine  fellow. 

Sir  C.  I’ll  make  myself  happy.  I’ll  have  some  fun.-  I’ll 
go  to  the  hunt.  I’ll  join  my  tenants  at  the  merry-making. 

Col.  Bravo  !  bravo  1  bravissimo  !  Go — go — join  ’em  at  once . 
(pushing  him  off  at  door  of  farm)  Sing,  dance,  laugh,  chuck 
the  girls  under  the  chin,  kiss  the  pretty  ones,  and  never  fear  but 
I’ll  bring  you  through,  with  drums  beating,  and  colors  flying! 

[ Exit  Sir  Charles  during  the  foregoing  into  farm , 
through  door  l.  h. 

So,  thus  far,  all  famously  settled.  Now  I’ll  away  to  the  manor- 
house,  and  seek  an  interview  with  Lady  Beauchamp.  (Going 
up,  r.’h.)  Eh  !  as  I  live,  here  she  comes,  and  the  young  person 
with  her  is  Matilda,  no  doubt.  I’  faith  she  is  very  handsome. 

Lady  Beauchamp  and  Matilda  enter  from  back ,  r.  h.  ;  a  ser¬ 
vant  in  livery  following  them.  They  appear  as  if  about 
to  cross  the  stage  and  exit ,  r.  h.  The  Colonel  goes  up 
and  bows  to  them. 
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Col  (bowing.)  Lady  Beauchamp,  unless  I’m  greatly  mistaken. 
Lady  B.  (stopping)  Ah !  Colonel  Vav  asour. 

Col.  At  your  service. 

Lady  B  (coming  down.)  We  were  just  about  to  take  a  walk 
as  tar  as  the  village. 

[She  makes  a  sign  to  the  servant ,  who  is  at  back,  to  leave 
them,  servant  bows  and  exits,  l.  h. 

AlW  me  to  present  my  daughter  Matilda  to  you,  Colonel. 

Cot.  My  charming  niece  (bowing.) 

Lady  B.  You  will  do  us  the  honor,  I  hope,  of  makino-  the 

borhood.°USe  y°Ur  °“e  “  l0'lg  88  y°u  re,uaiu  »  this  neigh- 

Col  ( with  affected  melancholy.)  Ah,  I  had  promised  myself 
that  pleasure,  madam  ;  hut  it  is  impossible  to  abandon  our  rela¬ 
tives  m  the  midst  of  misfortune,  you  know.  I  must  share  the 
exile  of  my  poor  nephew.  th0 

Ma til.  Have  }7ou  seen  him  \ 

Col.  Alas,  yes. 

Lady  B  (with  hauteur.)  And  he  has  told  you* 
tol.  ( still  With  affected  melancholy.)  All  madam  TT„ 
gave  me  a  sight  of  your  “  ultimatul  ’/”  ’  He  mn 

Colonel  D'  {mlh  hauteur-'>  He  has  been  very  much  to  blame, 
Matil.  Oh  very  much — very  much 

blame  1  tn°W  :  ^-very-very  much  to 

Lacly  B.  But  after  all,  as  lie  begs  to  be  forgiven _ 

t oi.  (quickly  and  energetically .)  He  does  not  e  ■ 

ness.  No,  madam,  he  does  not  merit  it  T I  '  .°rg'Ve' 

plore  WOTthy  clemency;':, id  t  whi  £! 

Matil.  How,  Colonel  ? 

Col.  He  renounces  it  for  ever. 

to  absllvfhim?  if’  °“  the  C0nd/ti0ES  ProPosecl>  we  condescend 
{advancing)  Yes,  if  we  condescend  to _ . 

bo.  You  have  been  too  kind,  too  iiUilgenk  Aur  fa^M P 
8nd  ""  °Ught  t0  be  Pun'sbe<l~we  ought  to 
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Malil.  But  lie  litis  been  expiating  it,  uncle,  for  a  whole 
month. 

Col.  A  month  !  what  is  a  month  ? 

Matil.  {with  impatience.)  I’m  sure  it  is  a  very  long  time, 
indeed. 

Lady  B.  [To  Matilda,  aside.)  Silence!  [authoritatively.) 

Col.  ( aside  to  himself)  Bravo !  the  court  doesn’t  agree  as 
to  the  duration  of  the  punishment.  [Aloud.)  1  will  even  go 
further,  and  say  that,  in  atonement  for  such  acts  as  he  has 
committed,  the  repentance  ot  a  whole  life  would  ■ 

Matil.  [ interrupting )  Oh,  really,  really,  really 

{Huntsman1  s  horn  heard  at  a  distance. 

What  is  that  ? 

Col.  [with  indifference)  Nothing— nothing  worthy  ot  atten¬ 
tion.  Only  Sir  Charles,  going  to  join  a  party  of  foxhunting 
friends  at  Lady  Ossulton’s.  The  Pytchley  hounds  are  out  to¬ 
day,  and  the  meet  takes  place  in  her  ladyship’s. park. 

Matil.  I — I  trust  that  he  will  not  go.  I  desire  that  he — 

Col.  ( interrupting ,  with  nonchalance)  They  are  now  sad¬ 
dling  his  horse,  I  fancy  [with  a  sigh)  And  after  all,  pool  fel¬ 
low, &he  must  have  some  way  of  diverting  his  melancholy. 

[  Country  dance  played  by  violins ,  behind,  l.  h. 

Grace  [behind,  l.  h.)  Now,  take  your  places,  take  your 

places — vou  there,  Mr.  P.  . 

Sir  C.  [without,  l.  h.)  Up  the  middle  and  down  again  ;  then 

set  to  partners. 

Col.  Pay  no  attention  to  it.  It  is  nothing.  This  is  the  an- 
niversarv  of  Mrs.  Peabody’s  wedding  day,  they  tell  me. 

Matil  My  old  playmate  and  waiting  maid. 

Col.  Sir  Charles  is  obliged,  of  course,  to  open  the  dance 

with  her. 

Matil.  He — dancing? 

Col.  All  to  divert  his  melancholy. 

Matil.  [very  vexed  and  agitated.)  Upon  my  word - 

Lady  B.  [with  indignation)  With  a  parcel  of  low  people. 
To  use  the  mildest  term,  it  is  really  most  undignified. 

Sir  C.  {without)  I  give  you  the  health  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  P 
long  may  they  live  and  happy  may  they  be. 

Col.  [going  up  and  looking  off,  l.  h.)  Hark!  that’s  his 

voice. 
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/SJ;'  c- (without.)  Now  ru  give  you.  another  toast.  Heie’s 
to  all  well-governed  households ! 

[Shouts  without  of  “  Long  live  Sir  Charles  t” 
centreoftemf  ^  Y“>  1  hi“  ’  *“»  ^  is  in  the 

Eofvllgfacett^  °J’  "  Mnkin*  with  ^abcdy. 

Id, ig  ait.  Mm‘-)  Eh  !  Wh)’  Can  1  beliCTe  “7  »  he  is 

[S7(e  makes  a  step  or  two  towards  the  farm. 

Col  Yes;  it  is  only  to  divert  his  melancholy. 

are  ytf  atilt  Z.  “*“*  MatMa’8  %  child  1  what 

Matil.  Confront  and  shame  him. 

Lady  B.  (in  a  low  voice ,  trembling  with  raac\  Tl^i  t 

Sfstynrd0n,t  **"*  ^If/Letta’Zttfdui 

Ksf  g  tSS  #)  And  D0W  116  "  da“cinS  again,  and 

bntotetretrshln  ttetfd  ttbT*’  Md  *  *>  ^rd 

unheard  of  insult.  f  obtamiD&  redress  for  this 

Jtg  HamtTlct16”  W  ?yeS  °Ut' 

you  choose — I  ctslt  to ““rytlt"  ^  PleaSe~d°  whateve^ 

.  ,  [Eoth  going  up  stage,  i.  h. 

BeatLt?”^  J%  1  ast  wUt  7»»  are  going  to  do,  Lady 

aware  what  S^tlattlnt' *  pT*  *  «**)  I  am  not 
you  shall  know  shortly.  Come,  my  child.°  °'le  ^  avasour  1  but 

[Exit  Lady  Beauchamp  and  Matilda  at  hr,  r 

7:;:g  ***  *  **. «**  4  ttt  a 

1 11  prepare  ours.  a  ent  m  'ier  ultimatum, 
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[He  seats  himself  under  a  tree ,  takes  out  pocket-book, 
tears  a  leaf  from  it,  on  which  he  is  engaged  writing 
with  a  pencil  as  Sir  Charles  enters  from  door  of 
farm.  Music  of  dance  resumed  behind. 

Sir  C.  (as  he  enters ,  very  gaily)  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha !  upon  my  soul 
it  is  delicious — it  is  quite  enchanting.  Sam  has  saddled  my 
horse,  so  now  I’m  off  to  the  hunt.  But,  first,  I  must  tell  you 
that  you  were  quite  right,  uncle.  The  gaiety  of  these  good 
folks  has  raised  my  spirits  a  thousand  per  cent.  I’ve  danced 
with  every  girl  in  the  room,  kissed  all  the  prettiest,  as  you  told 
me — and,  egad,  I  have  but  one  regret,  viz.,  that  my  charming 
mother-in-law  was  not  a  witness  of  the  scene. 

Col.  ( finishing  his  writing )  Really  ? 

Sir  C.  (laughing)  I’d  have  given  five  hundred  pounds  to 
have  had  her  present. 

Col.  It  needn’t  cost  you  so  much. 

Sir  C.  (recoiling — half -frightened)  Eh  !  what  ? 

Col.  She  was  here — gratis. 

Sir  C.  Lady  Beauchamp  ? 

Col.  And  your  wife  with  her. 

Sir  C.  The  devil ! 

Col.  They  went  away  in  a  perfect  fury,  and  that’s  an  excel¬ 
lent  sign.  Now,  to  finish  off  the  business,  that  I  must  say 
you’ve  begun  so  well,  I  have  just  prepared - 

Sir  C.  What,  uncle? 

Col .  (coolly)  Our  ultimatum  !  I’ve  thrown  together  a  few 
ideas  here,  which  perhaps  may  not  have  occurred  to  you  ;  you 
shall  put  it  in  form  and  sign  it ! 

[Rises  and  gives  paper  to  Sir  Charles,  who  runs  through 
it  rapidly. 

Sir  C.  Sign  this  ?  Never  1  never ! 

Col.  You  must. 

Sir  C.  Never,  I  repeat.  Never !  After  what  she  has 
already  seen,  she  must  hate  me :  and  would  you  drive  her  from 
me  completely  ? 

Col.  (who  has  gone  up,  and  is  looking  off,  l.  h.)  Drive  her 
from  you  !  Silly  boy.  Look — see  there !  do  you  know  that 
person  who  is  talking  to  Grace? 

Sir  C.  Ah,  ’tis  Matilda. 

Col.  And  she  is  coming  this  way. 
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[Sir  Charles  is  rushing  off  to  join  her,  but  is  detained  by 
the  Colonel. 

Where  are  you  going  ? 

Sir  C.  To — to  explain  to  her — that  I  was  merely — merely 
amusing  myself — in  the  house  just  now — without  knowing 
that - •  [ Trying  to  break  from  Colonel. 

Col.  Not  a  step.  It  would  ruin  everything.  Your  horse  is 
ready — you  must  go  to  the  hunt. 

Sir  C.  I  won’t :  to  the  devil  with  the  hunt. 

Cdl.  And  is  it  thus  that  you  keep  the  promise  that  you 
made  me  ? 

Sir  C.  The  fact  is — it  is  impossible  for  me  to  depart,  when  I 
know  that  my  darling  wife  is  so  near  to  me. 

Col.  Humph  !  Well,  well,  if  you  will  pledge  me  your  word 
not  to  speak  to  her - 

Sir  C.  I  swear  it. 

Col.  Then  you  shall  go  into  the  lodge — that  is,  if  you  en¬ 
gage  not  to  come  out  without  my  permission. 

Sir  C.  Nay,  uncle. 

Col.  Unless  you  consent,  I’ll  leave  you  to  your  fate.  I’ll 
abandon  you  to  the  tender  mercies  of  your  mother-in-law. 

Sir  C.  Ah  !  no,  no,  don’t:  anything  rather  than  that. 

Col.  ( pushing  him  towards  lodge  door.)  Go  in — go  in. 

Sir  C.  {at  door.)  Well,  I  will;  but  recollect  (showing  the 
'pager)  I’ll  never  sign  this. 

Col.  { pushing  him  in  through  door,  and  following  him.) 
We  shall  see — we  shall  see  ! 

Exit  Colonel  and  Sir  Charles  into  lodge,  as 
Matilda  and  Grace  enter  from  l.  u.  e. 


Mat'd,  {as  she  enters,  with  animation.)  But  why  did  you 
dance  with  him  ?  J 

Grace.  Why  you  see,  my  lady,  Sir  Charles  asked  me :  and 
it  was  such  an  honor,  that  I - 

Maul  {interrupting.)  It  was  an  honor  that  you  ought  to 
have  declined. 

refusIT^*  1  ^  hesitate  at  first>  but  Mr-  told  me  not  to 
Mat'd.  But  you  let  him  give  you  a  kiss. 
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Grace.  Well,  Mr.  P.  told  me - 

Mat'd.  ( interrupting .)  Mr.  P. — Mr.  P. !  Lou  should  have 
told  him  you  wouldn’t.  Nothing  could  have  been  easier. 

Grace.  I  beg  your  pardon,  my  lady,  but  that’s  not  the 
way  we  manage  matters.  My  husband  would  have  been 
angry. 

" Matil .  ( contemptuously .)  A  terrible  thing  that ,  truly. 

Grace.  Yes,  it  would  have  been  a  terrible  thing  !  for  when 

he  is  angry - - 

Matd.  Well  ? 

Grace.  It  is  I  who  am  always  obliged  to  knuckle  under,  and 
that’s  unpleasant. 

Matil.  Ah,  it  is  you  who - {suddenly.)  And  suppose  you 

were  not  to  knuckle  under,  as  you  call  it  ? 

Grace.  Then  there  would  be  an  end  of  everything  ? 

Matil.  An  end  of  everything  ? 

Grace.  Yes  ;  and  that’s  out  of  the  question,  you  know. 
Matil.  Do  you  think  so  % 

Grace.  Don’t  you  ? 

Matil.  Oh — me — I - 

Colonel  opens  the  lodge  door  and  enters ,  feigning  to  have 
come  on  from  back  of  stage — she  sees  him. 

Ah,  my  uncle  ! 

Col.  My  dear  niece  !  and  pray  where  is  Lady  Beauchamp  ? 

[Grace  exits  into  farm,  l.  h. 

Mat'd,  {embarrassed?)  She  has  gone  to  the  village— to  con¬ 
sult  with — with  her  solicitor:  and — as  my  presence  was  not 
necessary - 

Col.  You  did  very  right  not  to  accompany  her. 

Matil.  {looking  round ,  as  if  searching  for  some  one.)  And 

so  I _ I  came  back  past  the  farm — to  return  to  the  manor- 

house. 

Col.  What  are  you  looking  for  so  earnestly  ? 

Matil.  Nothing,  nothing !  I — I  feared  that  I  might  meet  my 

husband. 

Col.  Oh,  don’t  be  uneasy  on  that  account :  he  has  gone. 
Matil.  {quickly.)  Gone !  well,  then  I’ll  remain,  dear  uncle. 
{with  vexation.)  He  has  gone,  of  course,  to  the  hunt. 

Col.  {coolly.)  I  believe  so. 
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Grace  re-enters  from  farm ,  with  some  salad ,  potatoes,  <£c., 
which  she  places  on  a  seat  under  a  tree,  and  busies  herself  in 
peeling ,  pickling,  and  arranging  them. 

Matil.  ( to  Colonel.)  Or  rather,  I  should  say,  to  see  Lady 
Ossulton. 

Col.  ( coolly .)  It’s  very  possible. 

Matil.  ( vexedly .)  Oh,  no  doubt,  no  doubt.  She  was  about 
departing  for  Italy  a  fortnight  since  ;  why  don’t  she  go  ?  Now, 
I  only  ask  you,  why  don’t  she  go  ? 

Col.  ( coolly ,  with  an  amiable  off-hand  air.)  Upon  my  word, 
niece,  I  cannot  tell  you. 

Matil.  Not  that  I  want  to  know — it  is  a  matter  of  the 
greatest  indifference  to  me  now  !  A  short  time  since,  perhaps 
when  I  was  so  foolish  as — as  to  love  my  husband,  I  might! 
have  cared  for  it;  but  after  what  I  have  seen  here  to-day, 
after  the  way  in  which  he  has  conducted  himself — 

Col.  Nay,  nay,  my  dear  niece.  Listen — there  may,  per¬ 
haps,  be  some  excuse  for  him. 

Matil.  [firing  up.)  Excuse!  what  excuse  can  there  be,  uncle  ? 
a  married  man. 

Col.  Married  !  well,  yes ;  but  he  is  as  it  were  no  longer  mar¬ 
ried. 

Matil.  What ! 

Col.  That  is,  almost  no  longer.  For  a  whole  month,  you 
know,  you’ve  been  separated — and  he’s  young — and — forsaken 
— and - 

Grace.  ( still  picking  salad ,  dec.,  having  been  listening  occa,- 
sionally.)  Oh,  depend  upon  it,  my  lady,  it  is  the  height  of 
imprudence  to  leave  a  husband  alone. 

Matil.  But  the  letter  that  he  forwarded  to  me  this  morn¬ 
ing? 

Col.  I  had  the  greatest  difficulty  in  the  world  to  make  him 
write  it.  I  was  obliged  to  dictate  every  word  of  it. 

Matil.  Oh,  my  good,  kind  uncle  ! 

Col.  He  already  repents  that  he  sent  it;  and  when  your 
mother’s  answer  came,  he  said  he  considered  himself  a  perfect 
bachelor. 

.  Matil.  ( with  affright.)  Oh,  heaven  !  ( coaxingly .)  But,  hap- 
Pily,  y°u  were  by  his  side,  dear  uncle — for  you  are  dear  to  me 
and  you  love  me,  I’m  sure  !  Believe  me,  I  love  you  ! 
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Col.  (aside.)  Poor  little  thing !  She  almost  makes  me 
waver. 

Matil.  ( still  coaxing  ly.)  And  you’ll  bring  him  back  to  me  ; 
Pm  certain  you  will.  You’ll  advise  him,  as  you  have  already 
done  this  morning,  to — to  give  way. 

Col.  (aside.)  I  shall  be  as  bad  as  my  nephew,  soon.  (To- 
her.)  To  give  way  ? 

Malil.  Yes;  to  make  some  advances;  in  short  to — ask — for 
— a  sort  of — pardon ;  co  apologize,  (quickly,)  only  just  ever  so 
little. 

Col.  Apologize !  Ah,  my  dear  niece,  I  am  sorry  to  own  it, 
but  you  don’t  know  your  husband — you’ve  no  idea  of  what  a 
man  he  is. 

Matil.  Oh,  yes,  I  have :  he  was  always  so  kind,  so  amiable, 
so  obedient,  Pm  sure - 

Col.  Ah,  he  might  have  been,  but  he  isn’t  now.  Solitude 
alters  the  character  amazingly.  He  has  become  a  complete 
tyrant. 

Matil.  (affrighted.)  Changed  thus  in  one  short  month  ? 

Col.  A  great  many  things  may  happen  in  a  month,  my 
love. 

Matil.  So  I  was  thinking. 

Col.  And  then  perhaps  that  affair  (pointing  to  window 
of  lodge)  of  the  window,  the  horrible  shake  that  it  gave 
him. 

Matil.  Gave  him  ?  say  rather  the  shake  that  it  gave  me  ! 

Col.  Yes,  the  physical  shake ;  but  I  mean  the  mind 
shake — the  shake  that  it  gave  the  mind :  in  fact,  it  has  grown 
into  an  absolute  mania,  to  be  master  in  his  own  house. 

Matil.  Indeed. 

Col.  And,  in  the  first  place,  he  insists,  he  requires - - 

Matil.  What  ? 

Col.  That  you  write  him  an  affectionate  letter. 

Matil.  ( joyfully .)  I’ll  do  it  with  the  greatest  pleasure.  Yes, 
yes — certainly — of  course. 

Col.  (taking  her  hand.)  And  at  the  same  time  express 
your  sorrow  and  regret - 

Matil.  (changing  her  tone.)  Me? 

Col.  For  what  has  passed. 

Matil.  Me  express  my  regret — confess  that  I  was  in  fault  ? 
Never !  It  is  for  him  to  do  it  first,  at  all  events. 
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Grace,  [coming  forward)  Oh,  no,  no,  no,  my  lady. 

[Colonel,  during  this ,  bows  to  Matilda,  and  turns  round 
to  leave  her) 

Matil.  What,  are  you  going,  uncle  ? 

Col.  As  an  ambassador  who  has  received  his  passports  * 
for  I’m  certain  beforehand  that  my  nephew  will  refuse. 

xt  j-7  •  •  \Going. 

Maul,  [following  him)  But,  dear  uncle - 

Col.  [entering  door  of  lodge)  He  will  refuse— he  will  re- 
fus<y  .  [-Exit  Colonel  into  lodge ,  r. 

Mahl.  [angrily)  And  I  warn  him  that  if  be  dares  to  re¬ 
fuse — 

Grace.  Oh,  my  lady,  my  lady. 

Matil.  [with  great  animation)  Did  any  body  ever  see  such 
an  obstinate  family  ?  uncle  and  nephew  are  both  alike.  You 
heard ;  they  seem  to  have  utterly  lost  their  senses.  When  I 
made  such  concessions,  too. 

Grace.  Pray,  don’t  put  yourself  into  a  passion. 

Matil.  To  be  treated  like  a  child  ;  to  be  told  I  must  knuckle 
under,  as  you  call  it,  and  obey. 

Grace,  [with  gentleness)  Where’s  the  harm  of  obeying 
your  husband  ?  .  One  must  obey  one’s  husband,  my  lady  • 

there  e  no  harm  in  it ;  [archly)  there’s  sometimes  a  great  deal 
of  pleasure.  & 

Matil.  Be  silent,  be  silent ;  if  my  mother  heard  you _ 

Sir  Charles1? 0W  ^  ^  ^  tMng’  mj  lad^  Do  }r°u  still  love 

Matil.  Oh,  yes ;  more  than  ever,  I’m  afraid— and  it  is  that 
that  enrages  me  so. 

Grace.  Well,  then. 

Matil  (interrupting.)  I’m  sure  mamma  would  never  con- 
sent^that  I  should  make  the  first  advances. 

41““'  ““  »“■  ”J  *'»•. 

-S'. ««, 

Grace.  She  would  be  verv  wrnnrr  v™, 

,  • -I  .  j  WJ<->ng.  lou  seem  to  have  i 

* »»  mTU 

Matil.  Nothing  !  nothing  to  be  treated  as  a  slave ! 
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Grace.  ( gaily .)  A  slave  !  Nonsense.  Look  at  me,  for  in¬ 
stance!  Mr.  P.  has  his  own  way  always ;  but  I  manage  mat¬ 
ters  so  that  it  shall  be  my  way  too. 

Matil.  {with  curiosity .)  Indeed  !  Iioav  ? 

Grace.  ( after  looking  round  to  see  that  no  one  is  within  ear¬ 
shot  .)  First,  I  never  say  “  I  will,”  or  “  I  won’t but  when  I 
want  to  carry  a  point,  I  tell  him  that  “  of  course  I’m  not  so 
good  a  judge  as  he  is,”  and  “  probably  he’s  right,”  and 
“  certainly  he  knows  best,  only  if  I  might  be  allowed  to  give 
an  opinion,”  and  all  that ;  and  then  I  end  with  a  smile,  and  a 
declaration  that  I  am  ready  to  do  whatever  he  wishes ;  and 
then  he  gives  me  a  kiss,  and  says,  “  I’m  a  darling  obedient 
wife,  and  he’ll  do  whatever  I  wish.” 

Matil.  Well,  really - 

Lady  B.  ( without ,  in  anger.)  But  I  tell  you ,  Mr.  Pea- 
body—- — 

Matil.  Hark,  there’s  my  mother  ;  not  a  word  before  her  ! 

[, She  goes  up  and  seats  herself  under  a  tree. 

Lady  B.  {without?)  I  tell  you,  sir,  that  such  behaviour  is 
positively  indecent. 

fc 

Lady  Beauchamp  appears  at  door  of  farm ;  Grace  goes  hur¬ 
riedly  to  her. 

Grace,  {as  she  goes  toivards  her,  taking  up  basket  of  salad, 
dc.)  My  poor  husband. 

{She  talks  with  Lady  B.  as  if  trying  to  appease  her. 

Sir  Charles  enters  from  lodge,  unseen. 

Sir  C.  No,  uncle,  I  will  not  sign  it.  Ah  !  my  wife. 

{He  is  about  to  accost  her — sees  Lady  B.,  whose  back  is 
turned. 

Lady  Beauchamp  here  too  ?  I’ll  wait  a  few  moments. 

[. He  retires  to  portico  of  lodge,  and  stands  behind  one  of 
the  pillars  which  sustain  the  balcony. 

Lady  B.  {to  Grace.)  You  say  that  you  had  permission — 
who  gave  it,  pray  ? 
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Grace.  Sir  Charles  himself,  my  lady.  Wasn’t  it,  hus^ 
band  ? 

[As  if  speaking  to  her  husband — she  exits  into  farm 
through  doo?\  l.,  with  basket ,  dec. 

Lady  B.  (as  if  to  them  through  door ,  l.,  angrily)  Oh  !  my 
son-in-law  allows  you  to  amuse  yourselves  in  this  way,  does 
he  ?  Weil,  I  forbid  it. 

[&Ae  comes  down. 

Matil.  (who  has  been  listening  to  the  conversation ,  r.  h.) 
Yet,  mamma,  my  husband,  you  know,  is  master - 

Lady  B.  Of  what  ?  of  this  farm,  which  formed  a  part  of 
your  dowry ,  and  which  we  gave  him  ! 

Matil.  Exactly  so  ;  and  as  we  have  given  it,  why  certainly 
it  is  his  property. 

Lady  B.  Then,  I  suppose,  as  you  gave  yourself  to  him, 
you’ll  say  you’re  his  property,  too  ?  Absurd  ! 

Matil.  But  in  your  absence,  mamma,  Colonel  Vavasour, 
whom  I  chanced  to  meet,  has  made  some  advances  on  the  part 
of  his  nephew. 

Lady  B.  (triumphantly)  Didn’t  I  tell  you  it  would  come 
to  that  ? 

Matil.  (embarrassed)  Yes,  yes,  you  did.  And  he  came  to 
beg  of  me — -just  to  write  Sir  Charles — a  little — sort  of  affec¬ 
tionate  note. 

Lady B.  Well? 

Matil.  (as  before)  And  he  only — required — an  expression 
of — regret.  No,  no,  merely  an  excuse  for - 

Lady  B.  (indignantly)  Regrets — excuses — and  you  have 
listened  to  such  proposals  ?  You  have - 

Matil.  (quickly)  No,  no,  mamma.  I  refused — I  refused 
most  decidedly. 

Lady  B.  (embracing  Matilda.)  That’s  my  own  true  darling 
child. 

Sir  C.  \behind  pillar ,  aside)  Ah,  the  old  cockatrice ! 

Lady  B.  To  think  us  capable  of  such  a  weakness,  when  he 
very  nearly  caused  your  death. 

Matil.  [ hesitating .]  Well,  as  to  that,  mamma,  to  confess  the 
truth  to  you,  my  life  never  was  in  the  least  danger. 

Sir  C.  \a,side .]  What  says  she  ? 

Lady  B.  [ astonished .]  Not  in  danger  ;  but  unless  the  wagon 
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of  hay  had  been  there,  you  would  have  killed  yourself  to  a  cer¬ 
tainty. 

Mat  'd.  Yes,  mamma,  perhaps  I  should.  But — I  knew  it  was 
there  before  I  threw  myself  out. 

Sir  C.  [ aside.]  What’do  I  hear  ? 

Lady  B.  [; regarding  Matilda  with  admiration. J  You  knew 

— excellent,  excellent ;  you  are  my  child  indeed. 

[Embracing  her. 

Sir  C.  [aside.]  She  knew  it !  and  for  a  whole  month  she 

has  left  me  to  believe- . I’ll  sign  anything  my  uncle 

pleases. 

[He  exits  unseen  into  lodge ,  r. 

Mat'd.  So  you  see,  after  all,  he  is  not  so  very  culpable  ? 

Lady  B.  He  believes  he  is,  and  that’s  just  the  same  thing!  I 
shall  never  be  contented  till  I  see  him  kneeling  at  your  feet,  to 
ask  for  pardon. 

Mat'd.  But  suppose  he  won’t.  Suppose  he  is  as  obstinate 
on  his  side  as  we  are  on  ours. 

Lady  B.  Then  I’ve  a  plan  in  my  head  which  will  force 
him  to  do  it,  and  this  old  Colonel  Vavasour  too— who  I 
shrewdly  suspect  has  been  urging  his  nephew  on  to  resist  us! 

Matil.  [incredulously.]  He  !  oh,  no,  no,  mamma. 

Lady  B.  Hark,  some  one  comes  ! 

Enter  Colonel  from  lodge.  Lady  B.  and  Matilda  retire 

up  L.  H. 

Col.  [as  if  to  Sir  Charles  in  lodge ,  as  he  enters.]  Do  be 
patient ;  all  shall  be  ready  by  to-night,  or  to-morrow  morning 
at  farthest.  It  can’t  take  long  to  repair  the  carriage,  and  Ill 

go  to  the  farm,  and - 

[Sees  Grace,  who  enters  from  farm. 

Ah  !  Mrs.  P. ;  has  my  travelling  carriage  been  got  out  of  the 
ditch  ? 

Grace.  Oh,  yes,  Colonel,  a  long  time  ago,  Mr.  Peabody 
helped  ’em,  and  he’s  so  strong. 

Col.  I  know,  I  know. 

Grace.  And  there’s  no  damage  done  to  it. 

Col.  Then  we  can  be  off  at  once ! 

2  | 
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Grace.  You,  Colonel ! 

Col.  Me  and  my  nephew. 

^Matil^'  |  [advancing’]  Your  nephew ! 

Col.  Ah,  pardon  me,  ladies,  are  you  here  ? 

Matil.  Yes,  uncle,  and  we  heard  you  speaking  of — your  de¬ 
parture. 

Col.  Yes:  Sir  Charles  is  so  low-spirited,  poor  fellow. 
Change  of  scene  is  the  only  thing  for  him  ;  so  we’re  going  to 
make  a  tour  in  company  with  some  friends  of  his — Lord  and 
Lady  Mordaunt,  and  the  Ossultons ! 

Matil.  [eagerlyh]  Lady  Ossulton  ? 

Col.  [ coolly .]  Oh,  of  course.  We  take  the  packet  to  Havre, 
thence  to  Paris,  Marseilles,  Leghorn,  Italy,  Greece,  and  Constan¬ 
tinople. 

Matil.  Constantinople  !  That  dreadful  place,  where  they 
have  so  many  wives.  [Lady  B.  checks  her.  To  Colonel.] 
And  you,  uncle,  did  you  not  try  to  dissuade  him  ? 

Col.  I  had  no  power.  You  declined  his  former  proposals, 
you  know,  and  now  he’s  worse  than  ever ;  he  demands 
things — absurd  things — unheard  of  things — conditions  that 


Lady  B.  Conditions  to  us  ! 

Col.  Conditions  quite  inadmissible — inexcusable  condi¬ 
tions  !  I  told  him  so  myself;  and,  although  he  has  charged 
me  to  hand  them  over  to  you,  I — I  really  dare  not  take  such  a 
liberty  ! 

Lady  B.  [with  hauteur.]  And  you  are  right,  sir. 

Matil.  Doubtless  ;  but  we  may  as  well  know  what  they 
are  ! 

Col.  No,  no,  my  dear  niece,  I  advise  you  not. 

Matil.  Wherefore  ? 

Col.  [ taking  a  paper  from  his  pocket  and  vaporing  with  it 
during  the  following  speech ,  so  that  Matilda  is  unable  to  qet 
hold  of  it. ]  Lady  Beauchamp’s  ultimatum  might  be  severe, 
but  this — this — your  husband’s — is  reallv  extravagant ;  it  out- 
Herods  Herod. 

Matil.  [at  length  catching  hold  of  paper .]  No  matter _ let’s 

see ! 

Lady  B.  [snatching  paper  from  Matilda.]  No,  not  you  !  I 
will  read  it ! 
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MatU.  [To  Colonel,  in  2  low  tone ]  Is  it,  then,  so  very 
terrible? 

Col.  Oh,  outrageous !  and  he’ll  hear  of  nothing  less;  hell 
accept  no  other  means  of  reconciliation ! 

Malil.  [with  emotion.)  Reconciliation  !  he  does  speak  of  that, 
then ! 

Lady  B.  ( with  a  subdued  scream.  Grace  goes  behind  to 
her ,  l.)  Ah,  I  suffocate  !  I  shall  faint ! 

Grace.  Dear,  dear,  what  is  it  ? 

Matil.  Speak,  mamma,  for  mercy’s  sake! 

Lady  B.  ( who  has  sunk  on  seat  beneath  tree.)  “  Outrageous  1 

It  is  diabolical! 

Col.  I  told  you  that  you  had  better  not  look  at  it. 

Lady  B.  ( reading ,  almost  choked  with  rage.)  “  I  shall  be 
happy  to  see  you  and  press  you  once  more  to  my  heart !’’ 

Mat'd,  (with  emotion.)  Well,  there’s  nothing  diabolical  in 

that !  .... 

Lady  B.  (reading.)  “  I  shall  be  glad  to  receive  you  m  this, 

our  own  private  apartment !” 

Matil.  Well? 

Lady  B.  “  Where  I  have  so  long  lived  alone !” 

Matil.  Poor  fellow  ! 

Lady  B.  “  But  it  was  through  the  window  that  you  departed  /” 
Matil.  (with  impatience.)  Go  on,  go  on,  mamma. 

Lady  B.  “  It  is  through  the  window - 

Matil.  Pray  finish  ! 

Col.  (coolly,  taking  a  pinch  of  snuff)  “That  you  must  re¬ 
turn  !” 

Matil.  Oh,  heaven  ! 

Grace  (laughing  to  Lady  B.,  who  seems  quite  overwhelmed) 
He  wants  my  lady  to  go  in  through  that  window  !  IIow  droll, 

isn’t  he,  ma’am  ? 

Lady  B.  (with  hauteur)  What! 

[Grace  shrinks  back,  and  retires  alarmed  and  respect¬ 
fully.  Lady  B.  rises. 

Most  infamous  proposition  ! 

Col.  I  told  you  so,  but  you  would  insist  on  knowing  it. 
Lady  B.  And  do  you  believe - 

Col  '.  Not  at  all  !  *  And  being  certain  beforehand  that  my 
nephew  wouldn’t  alter  one  jot  of  his  ultimatum,  and  that  you, 
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on  your  parts,  would  refuse  compliance  with  it,  I’ve  arranged 
all  for  our  immediate  departure. 

Lady  B.  Yes,  of  course;  let  there  be  a  separation,  it  is  all 
■we  require. 

Malil.  But,  mamma - 

Lady  B.  My  dear,  this  is  a  matter  that  had  much  better  be 
arranged  between  me  and  the  Colonel  alone.  Return  to  the 
manor-house,  I’ll  rejoin  you  shortly.  You  now  perceive  how 
much  affection  your  husband  has  for  you  ! 

Matil.  Yes,  yes,  I  see  plainly  he  loves  me  no  longer,  since 
he  insists  on  things  that  are  quite,  ( looking  wistfully  at  win¬ 
dow ,)  quite  impossible.  [Going  up  a  little. 

Lady  B.  Of  course. 

Col.  Oh,  that’s  evident ! 

Grace  (by  side  of  tree ,  in  a  loio  voice  to  Matilda.)  Impossi¬ 
ble  !  why  impossible  ? 

Malil.  (on  other  side  of  tree ,  in  a  low  voice  to  Grace.)  What 
mean  you  ? 

Grace  (as  before .)  Come  this  way,  my  lady ;  come  this  way. 
Hush,  be  silent ! 

\_She  leads  Matilda  off \  l.  h.  u.  e.  Night  gradually 
draws  on  ;  stage  by  degrees  gets  dark. 

Lady  B.  (in  a  loiv  voice  to  Colonel.  Colonel,  Bm  not  your 
dupe,  (indicating  paper  which  she  has  in  her  hand, .)  This  is 
your  handiwork !  * 

Col.  (, hypocritically .)  Me  ?  can  you  believe  that  I  am  capa¬ 
ble  — 

Lady  B.  You  are  capable  of  anything,  sir  ! 

Col.  (bowing.')  Ton  flatter  me,  Lady  Beauchamp 

Lady  B.  There  shall  be  a  regular  deed  of  separa¬ 
tion  ! 

Col.  With  all  my  heart. 

Lady  B.  There  have  been  serious  injuries  and  cruelties :  you 
threw  us  out  of  the  window,  sir  ! 

Col.  Hot  at  all ;  you  threw  yourselves  out. 

Lady  B.  I  he  court  would  grant  a  divorce ,  even.  We  might 
have  been  killed !  "  & 

Col.  In  tumbling  on  hay — premeditated  hay.  The  court 
shall  be  informed  of  that,  mind  ! 

Lady  B.  Oh,  I  m  choking  with  rage !  Beware,  Colonel,  be 
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ware,  and  let  your  nephew  leave  the  country  before  the  deed 
of  separation  is  signed  if  he  dare  I 

£ She  exits  at  back,  r.  ii.,  enraged.  Colonel  throws  him¬ 
self  on  a  seat  behind  tree ,  laughing. 

Col.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  lia,  &c. 

Enter  Sik  Charles  from  lodge. 

Sir  C.  Bless  me,  uncle,  I  thought  I  heard  high  words! 

Col.  Only  your  precious  motlier-in-lavv,  who  has  just  gone 
away  in  a  towering  rage  ! 

Sir  C.  Ah  !  our ,  or  rather  your,  ultimatum  was  the  cause 
of  that,  I  suppose. 

Col.  She  has  upset  everything,  just  as  I  hoped  she  would. 

Sir  C.  Do  have  a  care.  I’m  afraid  we’ve  not  sufficiently 
thought  of  what  might  be  the  consequence  ! 

Col.  [gaily.)  The  consequence,  the  consequence !  Pooh  ! 
[looking  off  at  back ,  l.  h.,  in  a  low  voice.)  Eh  !  what  do  I  see 
yonder  ? 

Sir  C.  ’Tis  Matilda !  ’tis  my  wife. 

Col.  And  Mrs.  P.  Quick,  quick,  let’s  ensconce  ourselves 
here. 

f  They  conceal  themselves  behind  the  tree ,  as  Matilda  and 
Grace  enter  from  back ,  l.  h.,  carrying  a  ladder ,  one 
at  each  end.  '  N.B.  This  ladder  must  be  very  strongly 
though  lightly  made ,  and  shod  with  sharp  spikes. 

Grace,  [as  they  enter.)  Take  care,  take  care.  All’s  right,  no¬ 
body  sees  us. 

Matil.  Oh  dear,  oh  dear,  how  horribly  tormenting ! 

Grace.  Not  at  all ;  isn’t  it  to  restore  you  to  the  arms  of  the 
man  whom  you  love  ? 

[They  have  got  as  far  as  the  lodge. 

Matil.  [letting  her  end  of  the  ladder  fall.)  Oh,  it  is  very 
heavy. 

Grace,  [putting  her  end  down.)  Let’s  rest  a  bit,  then. 

Sir  C.  [concealed  behind  tree,  peeping.)  What  the  deuce  are 

thev  carrying? 

Col.  [aside  to  him.)  I  can  guess. 
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Matil.  Oh  ray  poor  arms  ;  you  should  have  taken  the  smaller 
one. 

Grace.  It  wouldn’t  have  been  long  enough. 

Col.  [stealing  softly  near  ladder  and  returning  to  Sir  Charles.) 
It  is  a  ladder. 

Sir  C.  Can  it  be  possible  !  What  are  they  joiner  to  do  with 
it  ? 

Col.  Hush. 

Grace.  You  wouldn’t  let  me  tell  Mr.  Peabody  ;  he’d  have 
carried  it  for  us  as  if  it  had  been  a  feather ;  for  lie’s  very  strong , 
is  Mr.  P. 

>  Matil.  Place  another  in  one’s  confidence  ?  I  should  have 
died  with  shame. 

Grace.  Why,  w7hat  shame  is  there  in  going  into  your  own 
house — to  your  own  husband  ? 

Sir  C.  (with  joy .)  Oh,  heaven  ! 

Grace.  And  why  not  enter  by  the  window  as  well  as  the 
door,  if  it  happens  to  be  more  convenient  ? 

Sir  C.  (as  before.)  Mrs.  P.  is  certainly  the  most  sensible 
little  body  I  ever  met  with. 

_  Grace,  (going  and  talcing  up  the  ladder ,  which ,  with  some 
difficulty ,  she  7‘aises  against  the  balcony.)  How,  I  can  manage 
this  by  myself,  I  think. 

Matil.  Take  care. 

Grace.  Oh,  don’t  be  afraid  ;  there — there  it  is  ! 

Matil.  (pointing  to  window.)  Don’t  talk  so  loud,  there’s  a 
light  in  the  room  5  he  is  no  doubt  there,  and  might  overhear 
us ! 


Grace.  How,  all’s  ready.  How,  my  lady,  take  courage,  and 
mount  to  the  assault. 

Matil.  (touching  the  ladder.)  It— it  isn’t  steady  ;  I  shall  never 
have  heart  to - 

Grace.  I’ll  hold  the  foot :  now  up,  up  with  you  ! 

Matil.  (going  up  a  step  or  two.)  Have  you  got /as*  hold  ? 
Grace.  Oh,  yes,  yes. 

Matil.  (coming  down  again.)  Ah  ! 

Grace.  What’s  the  matter  ? 

Matil.  How  shall  I  ever  get  over  the  balcony  ? 

Grace.  Hever  fear  ;  go,  go. 

T* e)  ^ }  7",  f  Gets  on  first  step  again 

Sir  C.  (as  before.)  She  may  kill  herself,  uncle  ? 


LADIES  BEWARE. 


31 


Col.  Nonsense  !  let  her  alone. 

Main,  (on  third  or  fourth  step.)  Ob,  if  you  knew  how  1 

tremble!  . 

Grace.  There  isn’t  a  bit  of  danger— you’re  half  up  already. 

Matil.  Oh,  mercy  upon  us,  the  ladder  totters. 

[She  descends  rapidly. 


I— I  shal.  fall.  I  never  shall  be  able  to  do  it, 

Grace.  How  awkward  you  ladies  are !  Here,  stop,  1  ai- 

rano'e  it  better. 

O 

\She  removes  ladder  to  end  of  balcony,  next  to  pa)  1c  wall. 

There !  now  you’ll  have  the  wall  to  lean  upon  and  steady  your¬ 
self  by.  ...  , 

Matil.  ( she  begins  to  ascend  again)  True,  that  will  do  a 

great  deal  better. 

Grace.  If  it  was  me,  I  should  have  run  up  like  a  lamp¬ 


lighter. 

Sir  C.  I  can’t  see  her,  uncle. 

Col.  Be  quiet. 

Matil.  ( three  or  four  steps  up.)  Hush  !  I  thought  I  heard  a 

Y01C6. 

Grace.  Nonsense  !  it  was  only  the  bellowing  of  the  cows  or 

the  grunting  ot  the  pigs. 

Col.  Very  flattering  for  us  ! 

Grace.  Well,  are  you  up  ? 

Matil.  Nearly.  I’ve  got  hold  of  the  balcony.  There  1 

[She  is  now  upon  the  balcony. 

I’m  here ! 


[At  this  moment  the  Colonel,  who  has  softly  gone  to  back 
of  stage,  coughs  loudly ,  as  if  to  attract  attention. 


Matil.  Oh,  heaven,  some  one  comes  ! 

Grace  ( aside  to  herself  hurrying  up  to  back  of  stage)  Then, 


I’m  off. 

Col.  ( catching 
’Tis  I ! 


hold  of  the  hand  of  Grace,  in  a  low  tone  to  her.) 


Grace,  {aside)  The  old  gentleman. 

Col.  (very  rapidly ,  in  a  low  voice  to  her)  Here  !  there’s  a 
well-filled  purse  for  you,  (gives  her  purse) on  condition  that  you 
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run  with  all  speed  to  the  manor-house,  and  tell  Lady  Beau¬ 
champ  that  at  this  moment  there’s  a  young  lady  in  my  nephew’s 
bed-chamber. 

Grace.  ( laughing  as  before.)  What !  would  you - 

Col.  [ as  before.)  Not  a  word  more  ! 

Grace,  [as  before.)  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  how  droll — how  funny  !  I’ll 
go,  never  fear  me,  sir.  But  first,  to  make  everything  sure,  let’s 
cut  off  the  retreat. 

[, She  rapidly  moves  ladder  from  wall ,  and  then  exits  at 
back,  r.  h. 

Mat'd.  [ still  on  the  balcony.)  I— I  can’t  hear  any  voices  ! 
Perhaps  there  was  no  one  after  all.  ( calling ,  in  a  low  voice.) 
Grace!  Grace!  She  is  not  there — she  has  gone — left  me  all 
alone.  I — I  don’t  dare  to  descend  without  her — it  is  so  very 
higlr  I — I  suppose  I’d  better  go  on. 

[ hid icat i ng  w indow. 

Col.  [retaining  Sir  Charles,  who  is  anxious  to  rush  across 
to  door  of  lodge.)  Be  quiet,  I  tell  you  ;  it  is  not  time  yet. 

Matil.  [tapping  at  window  of  balcony .)  Sir — Sir  Charles — 
it  is — me — it  is  Matilda — your  wife  ! 

Sir  C.  I  can’t  contain  myself  any  longer  !  I  must  and 
will - 

Col.  Deprive  yourself  of  the  very  greatest  felicity  of  all  ? 

Sir  C.  What  felicity  ? 

Col.  That  of  knowing  how  much  she  loves  you. 

Sir  C.  [stopping  and  listening.)  True,  true  ! 

Matil.  [tapping  again  at  window)  I — I  have  done  all  that 
you  required — and  without  saying  a  word  to  my  mother.  I 
have  come — I  am  here — to  ask — hospitality. 

Sir  C.  My  darling  wife  ! 

Col.  Hush  ! 

Matil.  [To  herself.)  He  doesn’t  answer  me.  [at  window.) 
You — you  surely  don’t  want  anything  more,  Charles.  Are 
you  still  angry  with  me  ? 

Col.  [retaining  Sir  Charles,  who  again  seeks  to  escape  from 
him.)  Not  yet,  I  tell  you. 

Sir  C.  But  she  has  been  waiting  for  me  this  half  hour. 

Col.  She  made  you  wait  a  whole  month. 

%/ 

Matil.  [shivering  as  if  with  cold.)  It  is  quite  dark — and 
-  Charles — I’m  cold — I’m  very  cold — I  shall  catch  my  death. 
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Sir  C.  She’ll  catch  her  death :  it’s  frightful ! 

Col.  Psha!  .  .  . 

Maiil.  Open,  pray  open  the  window,  Charles,  (with  impa¬ 
tience ,  imperatively .)  Open  the  window,  sir  ;  it  is  really  wrong 
to  put  me  in  an  ill  temper. 

Col.  There — you  see.  .  *  -o  , 

Malil.  ( resuming  former  submissive  tone  of  entreaty.)  i3ut 

no,  no,  I  was  wrong.  I’m  not  in  an  ill  temper. 

Sir  C.  There — you  see.  #  . 

Mat'd.  I’ll  never  be  in  an  ill  temper  with  you  again,  dear 
Charles,  for  I’ve  suffered  too  much  by  such  folly  already— Hus¬ 
band,  dear  husband,  I  am  submissive — I  am  repentant  I  will 
be  obedient.  What  can  you  wish  for  more  ? 

Sir  C.  (after  a  moment's  struggle  with  the  Colonel,  escaping 
from  him.)  I  can  bear  it  no  longer.  Matilda,  Matilda,  my  dear 

wife. 

Matil.  Ah,  Charles!  ( turning  and  leaning  tremblingly  upon 
balcony .)  What,  are  you  there ,  sir  ?  How  came  you  there— 

below  ? 

Sir  C.  How  came  you  there— above,  my  darling?  < 

Matil.  Me !  I— hardly  know.  I  was— I  was  taking  an 
evening  walk;  and. ...(suddenly).  _  But  no,  no,  why  should  1 
blush  to  own  it?  (with  a  submissive  air.)  I  was  obeying  your 

commands,  as  is  my  duty. 

Col.  Very  good,  very  good,  niece. 

[Sir  Charles  has  rushed  into  the  lodge ,  through  door , 

R.  II. 

Lady  Beauchamp  enters  hurriedly  at  back,  r.  h.  ;  Grace 

following  her. 

Lady  B.  (at  back  as  she  enters.)  Can  it  be  true  ? 

Matil.  Mercy  upon  me — my  mother  !  # 

Lady  B.  (to  Colonel.)  A  female— at  this  hour— in  his  bed¬ 
chamber  ? 

Grace,  (to  Colonel.)  I  have  done  just  what  you  ordered 
me. 

Col.  (to  Grace,  aside.)  So  I  see. 

Lady  B.  (looking  up  at  balcony.)  Yes,  ’tis  so,  indeed. 

[At  this  moment  the  window  is  opened ,  and  Matilda, 
L  entering  it,  disappears  from  view. 
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1  saw  her,  I  saw  her!  and  now  we  have  plenty  of  evidence  for 
a  separation,  and  a  divorce  too.  There  wants  no  more 
Col.  But  the  necessary  witnesses. 

Lacly  13.  We  will  have  witnesses  in  abundance  directly,  sii  . 
never  fear. 

[She  exits  hastily  into  lodge ,  r.  h. 

Col.  What  does  she  mean  ? 

Grace.  She  ordered  the  servants  to  follow  her  to  the  lodge 
immediately,  with  lights. 

Col.  [joyfully)  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  !  Capital— excellent ! 

Enter  Lady  Beauchamp  from  lodge ,  dragging  Matilda  after 

her. 

Lady  B.  Ah,  think  not  to  escape,  whoever  you  are— Lady 
Ossulton  or  any  one  else,  no  matter — 

[At  this  moment  two  livery  servants  enter  at  hack  with 
torches.  Lights  up. 

Great  heaven — my  daughter  ! 

Col.  ( pointing  to  Sir  Charles,  who  has  followed  from  lodge) 
And  her  husband  ! 

[Matilda  hides  her  face  in  Sir  Charles’s  embrace. 

Who,  I  fancy,  no  longer  thinks  of  a  separation. 

Lady  B.  ( stupified )  My  daughter  !  and  how  did  she  gel 

Up _ there  ?  [  Pointing  to  balcony. 

Grace,  (who  has  taken  up  the  ladder)  By  this  ladder,  my 

lady.  • 

Lacly  B.  And  her  dignity - 

Grace.  Yes,  my  lady,  and  her  dignity  too. 

Col.  And  thus,  I  hope,  ail  ends  happily,  with  the  approval 
and  acceptance  of  “  our  ultimatum  /” 

Matil.  Ah,  my  dear  uncle,  I  suspect  that  we  owe  you  no 
slight  thanks  for  the  share  which  you  have  taken  in  bringing 
about  this  agreeable  denouement.  (To  audience)  And  now  if 
I  mio-ht  be"  allowed  to  advise  with  those  of  our  friends  here 
who  are,  or  are  about  to  get  married,  I  should  point  to  the 
moral  of  our  story,  and  say — Husbands  !  use ,  but  do  not  abuse, 
your  authority;  in  two  words ,  Gentlemen,  be  kind!  To 
Wives — use ,  but  do  not  abuse ,  your  influence :  think  of  the 
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lesson  which  I  have  just  received;  and,  in  one  word,  Ladie 
Beware  ! 
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Sir  Charles. 
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siderable  time  in  gleaning  from  innumerable  sources,  lor  the  especial 
use  of  his  own  pupils,  such  pieces  as  are  best  calculated  to  please  both 
the  reciter  and  the  audience;  and  he  believes  that  the  result  of  hi 
labor  will  be  acceptable  to  those  who  wish  to  P'“Uc^ht'1j^JJ1P“^“iecers 
of  elocution  either  for  amusement  or  emolument.  I  he  dramatic  pieces 
will  be  found  quite  an  original  feature,  inasmuch  as  they  are  not  mere 
extracts,  or  mutilated  scenes  ;  but  although  in  some  instances,  consu  er 
ably  altered  from  the  originals,  they  still  retain  an  entire  plot,  and  all 
the^wit  and  humor  that  could  consistently  be  preserved  ,  and  aie  ar- 
rancred,  and  adapted  especially  for  juvenile  representation  :  everything 
objectionable  has  been  carefully  expunged,  and  they  have  in  their  pe- 
sent  form  received  the  unqualified  approbation  of  numerous  intellectual 
and  select  audiences,  before  whom  they  have  been  presented  by  the 
pupils  of  the  adapter  .—Extract  from  Ihc  Author  s  1  iejace 

S.  FRENCH, 

Publisher,  121  Nassau-street,  New  lork. 

1VESOUT  &  PHINMEY, 

321  Broadway,  New  York. 

,  s.  C.  OSlSCiOS  &  CO., 

Chicago,  111. 
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YOL.  XVIII. 


VOL.  XVI* 

121.  The  Tempest, 

122.  The  Pilot, 

123.  Carpenter  rf  Rouen, 

124.  King’s  Rival, 

125.  Little  Treasure, 

126.  Hornby  &  Sop, 

127.  Parents  and Guardians, 

128.  Jewess. 


vol.  xvji. 

129.  Camille 

130.  M  'rried  Life. 

131.  *Wenlock  of Wenlock, 

132.  Rose  of  Ettrickvale, 

133.  David  Copperfield, 

134.  Aline  or  the  Rose  of 
,135.  Pauline,  [Killarney, 
136.  Jane  Eyre. 


137.  Night  and  Morning, 

138.  TEthiop. 

139.  Three  Guardsmen, 

140.  Tom  Cringle, 

141  *Henriette,the  Forsak’n 

142.  *Eustache  Baudin, 

143.  Ernest  Maltravers, 

144.  Bold  Dragoons.  . 


VOL.  XIX. 

145.  tired ;  or,  tlio  Dismal 

Swamp. 

146. * Last  Days  of  Pompeii. 

147. *  Esmeralda. 

148. * Peter  Wilkins. 

1 49. * Ben  the  Boatswain. 
t50.*Jonathan  Bradford. 

15 1.  Retribution. 

152. *Mineralli. 


VOL.  XX. 

153. *  French  Spy. 

154. * Wept  of  Wish-ton-; 

Wish. 

155. *Evil  Genius. 

156. * Ben  Bolt. 

157. *Sailor  of  Frunce..  .! 

158. 

159. 

160. 


THE  SPANISH  WIFE;  by  Samuel  M.  Smuckkr,  Esq.,  with  a  Portrait  and  Me¬ 
moir  of  EDWIN  FORREST.  Price  19*  cents. 

THE  OATH  OF  OFFICE;  by  Charles  James  Cannon,  Esq.,  with  a  Portrait  of 
tho  Author.  Price  l~'A  Cents. 


GUTTLE  AND  GULP1T.  Price  12}£  cents. 


TEN  OF  THE  ABOVE  PLAYS  FOR  $1  00. 


American  Plays  i2£  Cents  each,  or  10  for  $1.00. 

Sent  by  Mail  on  receipt  of  Price. 

r  All  orders  will  receive  prompt  attention. 

N.  B.— A  new  Play  published  every  week. 

S.  FRENCH,  121  Nassau  Street,  New  York 


*  Those  marked  thus  (  *  )  are  in  Press. 


FRENCH’S  MINOR  DRAMA. 

Price  12^  Cents  each — Bound  Volumes  $1. 


VOL.  I. 

1.  The  Irish  Attorney, 

2.  Boots  at  the  Swan, 

3.  How  to  pay  the  Rent, 

4.  The  Loan  of  a  Lover, 

5.  The  Dead  Shot, 

6.  His  Last  Legs, 

7.  The  Invisible  Prince, 

8.  The  Golden  Farmer. 

With  a  Portrait  and  Memoir 

of  Mr.  JOHN  SEFTON, 

YOL.  IV. 

25.  Secret  Service, 

26.  Omnibus, 

27.  Irish  Lion, 

28.  Maid  of  Croissey, 

29.  The  Old  Guard, 

30.  Raising  the  Wind, 

31.  Slasher  and  Crasher, 

32.  Naval  Engagements. 

With  a  Portrait  and  Memoir 

of  Miss  ROSE  TELBIN. 

YOL.  VII. 

49.  Box  and  Cox  Married 

50.  St.  Cupid,  [and  Settled, 

51.  Go  to- bed  Tom, 

52.  The  Lawyers, 

53.  Jack  Sheppard, 

54.  The  Toodles. 

55.  The  Mobcap, 

56.  Ladies  Beware. 

With  a  Portrait  ard  Memoir 

of  SOL  SMITH. 

VOL.  X. 

73.  Ireland  and  America, 

71.  Pretty  Piece  of  Business, 

75.  Irish  Broom-maker, 

76.  To  Paris  and  Back  for  £5 

77.  That  Blessed  Bubv, 

78.  Our  Gal, 

79.  Swhs  Cottage, 

80.  Young  Widow. 

VOL.  XIII. 

97,  My  Wife’s  Mirror. 

98,  Life  in  New  York. 

99, *Middy  Ashore. 

100. *Crown  Prince. 

101. *Two  Queens. 

102. *Thumping  Legacy. 

1 03. * Unfinished  Gentleman. 

104. *House  Dog. 

American  Plays  12%  cents  each ;  or  ten  for  $1. 
price.  ***  All  orders  will  receive  prompt  attention. 

N.  B. — A  uew  Play  published  every  week. 

S.  FRENCH,  121  Nassau  Street,  Now  York. 


VOL.  II. 

9.  The  Pride  of  the  Market, 

10.  Used  Up, 

11.  The  Irish  Tutor. 

12.  The  Barrack  Room, 

13.  Luke  the  Laborer, 

11.  Beauty  and  the  Beast, 

15.  St.  Patrick’s  Eve, 

16.  Captain  of  the  Watch. 
With  a  Portrait  and  Memoir 

of  Miss  C.  WEMYSS. 

VOL.  V. 

33.  Cucknies  in  California, 

34.  Who  Speaks  First, 

35.  Bom  bastes  Furioso, 

36.  Macbeth  Travestie, 

37.  Irish  Ambassador, 

38-  Delicate  Ground, 

39.  The  Weathercock, 

40.  All  that  Glitters  is  not 
Gold. 

With  a  Portrait  and  Memoir 
of  W.  A.  GOODALL.  | 

VOL.  VIII. 

57.  Morning  Call, 

58.  Popping  the  Question, 

59.  Deaf  as  a  Post, 

60.  New  Footman, 

61.  Pleasant  Neighbor, 

62.  Paddy  the  Piper, 

63.  Bryan  O’Lynn, 

64.  Irish  Assurance. 


VOL.  III. 

17.  The  Secret, 

18.  While  Horse  of  the  Pep- 

19.  The  Jacobite,  [per?, 

20.  The  Bottle, 

21.  Box  and  Cox, 

22.  Bamboozling, 

23.  Widow’s  Victim, 

24.  Robert  Macaire. 

With  a  Portrait  and  Memoir 
of  Mr.  F.  S.  CHANFRAU. 

I  VOL.  VI. 

41.  Grimshaw,  Bagshaw, 
and  Bradshaw, 

1 42.  Rough  Diamond, 

43.  Bloomer  Costume, 

44.  Two  Bonnycastler, 

45.  Born  to  Good  Luck, 

146.  Kiss  in  the  Dark, 

47.  ’Twouid  Puzzle  a  Con 

48.  Kill  or  Cure.  [juior, 
With  a  Portrait  and  Memoir 

of  f.  m.  rent: 

VOL.  IX. 

65.  Temptation, 

66.  Paddy  Carey, 

67.  Two  Gregorios, 

68.  King  Charming, 

69.  Pocahontas, 

70.  Clockmaker’s  Hat, 

71  Married  Rake, 

72.  Love  and  Murder, 


VOL.  XI. 

81.  O’Fla  tin igan  and  Fairies 

82.  Irish  Post, 

83.  My  Neighbor's  Wife, 

84.  Irish  Tiger, 

85.  P.  P.  or  Man  and  Tiger, 

86.  To  Oblige  Benson, 

87.  *State  Secrets, 

88.  Itlald  Yankee. 

VOL.  XIV. 

105.*The  Demon  Lover 


89. 

90 

91. 

92. 

93. 

94. 

95. 

96. 


VOL.  XII. 

A  Good  Fellow, 
*Oherry  and  Fair  Star, 
*Gale  Breezely, 

Our  Jemimv, 

^Miller’s  Maid, 

*  Awkward  Arrival, 
♦Crossing  the  Line, 
Conjugal  Lesson. 


Sent  by  Mail,  on  receipt  of 


